THE SCENE IS CHANGED

tines on summer vacation with their children, amid the
vines clambering on ancient walls. Certainly there was no
need of any words at dusk that evening: there is no approach
to any place like this approach to Florence from the hills,
and I was to see the city for the first time. It must have been
about Fiesole, near the Roman theatre, that a funeral proces-
sion with horses in black plumes drawing the hearse and the
mourners, and lighted by lanterns hanging from shafts and
carriage-roofs, came up the hill to the traditional burial in
a high place after dark. This may have broken the spell of
silence, I do not remember ; but in a few moments I was
driving along the Arno bank and over the Ponte Vecchio
itself, ignorant that such traffic is forbidden and the police-
man preventing it goes off duty after dark.
The true theatre of Florence is the Piazza della Signoria,
and one need imagine no other, least of all in the hot-
weather season.   Here in front of the Old Palace were all
the assemblies and popular tumults and festivals and most
of the executions of the city ; and together they comprise a
drama beyond that of any covered playhouse.   But this is
no pkce to write of Florence, though it may be noted how
Pistoia and Prato are brought by the road facilities of our
time into the Florentine orbit and even on to the actual
Florentine stage, where they properly belong because of
thek place in the Republic.   They are now suburbs, as they
should be, of this great capital of art; and they bring thek
churches and Delia Robbia friezes into the complete dramatic
picture.   More distant is Siena;  and in mid-August, on
the Monday after the Feast of the Assumption, is the
PaHo.
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